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trunks of the banian-trees: he heard the cry ring
out above his head, and he fell huddled together
among the roots of the trees.
Silindu did not hear again the cry of the devil-
bird from the tree-tops. He lay unconscious
throughout the night. When dawn broke lie came
to himself stiff and cold. He dragged himself
slowly to the hut. There was no necessity to tell
the others what had happened. The pale yellow
of his skin, his sunken glazed eyes, his shivering
body told them that Punchirala's charms had already
begun their work, and his devils had already en-
tered Silindu. He lay down on a mat within the
hut to wait for the slow sapping of his life by the
spell.
For the next two days Silindu lay in the hut,
very slowly letting go his hold of life. A kind of
coma was upon him, as he felt life gradually slipping
from his body. From time to time the women began
a shrill wail in the compound. Babun went to ex-
postulate with Punchirala; but the vederala, after
listening with a malignant smile, replied that he
knew nothing, and could do nothing in the matter.
Babun returned to lounge moodily about the com-
pound.
On the second day Karlinahami determined in